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convent where she was in the Mother Superior's
care. He had decided to marry her in a month's
time, and lie knew that she would be the loveliest
Vicereine in IncL He would give a great feast to
the poor after the wedding, a munifieient tamasha
"which woxild be noised abroad to the* Mogul Court,
to the realms of Golcond-a, and perchance to
Tartary itself. His State visits to neighboxtring
rajahs and nawabs would be greatly enhanced by
her presence : his life would be complete now with
this rare lily as his partner. The Hooting years
woxild slip away in happineSvS, and he would
eventually retire with her to a *Sabine farm' near
Lisbon.
Dom Fernandes felt supremly contented. Young*
Anselm momentarily surveyed his masters coarse,
preoccupied countenance. It sometimes seemed in
his imagination that his master's swollen gills were
the colour of a stormy sunset sky, while, after
sleep, they appeared to him to be pale and revolting
as a strange disease. Dom Fernandes, he was con-
vinced, urgently required blood-letting,
"Enough, enough," cried Dom Fernandes with,
a yawn. Young Anselm rose to go. At the eurtaia
he bowed with assumed servility. He was glad to
get away from that satyr's overpowering presence.
Outside it was moonlight and a steady breeze blew
in from the Arabian Ocean, The tang of the sea
was keen in his nostrils. He decided to take a
swim in the moonlit cove beyond the city's walls.
Down to the deserted beach he strode buoyantly.
Tall palms, silhouetted in the moonlight, leant